realizing with a sudden shock how much the polyanthus
had sprung up since yesterday. But he certainly was
not with us that day, just before the confirmation, and
never visited on us because it was only discovered
during the ceremony, when we trespassed into the
superintendent's office and broke open the black tin
box which held all that officialdom troubled to know
about us. Craning over each other's shoulders the half-
dozen of us scrambled to disinter the folded sheets of
blue Home Office paper that condensed our past.
"Sheila Stelling," at last it read, "larceny. Vera H.,
incendiarism. Peggy, J., home dirty and immoral,"
here a parent drunk, there a head lousy. We had not
known we could be summed up in so few lines. Mis-
chief in a moment was soured into indignation and
hatred.
<* The school changed for me in my last year. It
began, I think, when the spiritualistic matron was away
ill, and we were left temporarily without anyone to
look after us. The other girls in the cottage persuaded
me to dress up in her wardrobe. They meant it as a
prank. I saw it as an opportunity. I had always
dreamed of acting and never had a chance to live my
dreams. Choosing an assortment of obscure and
billowing clothes, I swept into the room as Queen
Elizabeth and then transformed myself into Sir Walter
Raleigh. I had expected laughter: I was amazed to
find myself greeted, first by a hush and then by a cackle
of excited applause. I changed in one night from a
unit into a person. Then a new head mistress arrived.
Miss Tooting was tall and slim. She had long white